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half-blind, bow-legged Baghdadi who had been in the
service of Ali Ben Talib, the well-known Bombay horse-
dealer. He spoke English, and we made friends when I
told him that I had been the owner of a certain black
stallion of the great ^Eniza blood.

A friend and I laid our plans carefully. After a judicious
tip and some hints as to our importance in our own
country, we said that we wanted him to give us Arabic
lessons, and enlarged at the same time upon the career
that he might carve out for himself in racing circles in
India after the war. Gradually we led round to the subject
of his present circumstances. He had a wife and children
in Bombay, he told us. He had been in Baghdad when war
was declared, and had been conscripted to serve the
Turks. Mosul was hell. The Commandant was amassing
a fortune by stealing provisions intended for the troops
and prisoners in his charge.

" Since those in authority are on the make/' I said,
" why shouldn't you turn an honest penny for yourself? "

He pretended not to understand my meaning, and I
did not press him then. Next day, during a lesson, we
discussed the progress of the war: he said that he hoped
that the English would win, but doubted it.

What exactly was passing in his head ? Should I ask
him to help us to escape ? If he refused, he might tell the
Turks, and spoil any further attempt. If he acquiesced,
could I trust him ? The soul of man is well screened by
barriers of bone : only through the eyes can its light be
seen, and one of Ghaib's was sightless. Never before or
since have I been so eager a thought-reader. My throat
went dry, but I told myself that whatever I said then I
could afterwards deny if need arose. So I made him a
momentous proposal.